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Angel of the Night 


Spring in LA was perfect. It wasn't too hot and it wasn't too cold. The smog had yet to get too cloying and the 
evenings were with the smell of flowers hanging in the air. Their street was particularly pleasant with trees 
lining the sidewalks and flowerbeds set before each building. A park sat at the top of the street, the perfect 
place to escape to when the air conditioning decided it had had enough. 


It was Monday, the beginning of the week for many. David was working at the local record store. For Dave 
Monday and Tuesday were his weekend. Not many people called round at the beginning of the week. It was later 
on, when paychecks rolled in and the parties started that they came looking for their highs. 


Sitting in the window, he smoked a cigarette and watched cars and people pass by. They could see a little sliver 
of the world from their apartment windows, enough to give a taste of what was happening before the building 


next door ended the scene for them. 


On the kitchen counter sat a frozen pizza and a carton of cigarettes, Dave's haul after he'd paid the bills. They 
were behind on the rent. Again. And their phone company had threatened to shut off the phone. Again That 
they needed, especially where David's parents were concerned. No weekly phone call and they'd be on the first 


flight to LA to make sure that the moody redhead hadn't murdered their youngest son 


From his tiny window onto the world, he watched as David wearily walked up to the apartment. After a 
heartbeat, he was gone disappearing behind the shrubbery. Stubbing out his cigarette, Dave slid from the 
window and walked to their tiny kitchen area. Turning on the oven, he took the pizza from its wrapper and 
placed it on a tray. When their apartment door clicked open, he was leaning against the work surface. 

David didn't even look up as he kicked the door shut and dumped his bag beside it. His feet dragged as he made 
his way to the bathroom, unaware that Dave's eyes were following him. The door slammed shut, making Dave 


flinch. 


David didn't come out until the kitchen timer pinged. Now barefoot and wearing a different shirt, he stomped 
across the apartment and took the plate Dave held out to him. 


"David?" 

The younger man didn't look at him, just dropped onto the couch and tucked his legs under him. Dave tried to 
keep his temper down. He had to remember that David had been on his feet for the past twelve hours, no 
doubt helping people who really didn't give a fuck 


"Junior?" 


Finally those large, hazel eyes looked at him. David's mouth was drawn in a thin line. He looked tired, as though 
he carried the weight of the world on his shoulders. 


"Yeah?" the younger man replied. 

Dave felt a flicker of a smile touch his lips. "Hey. Missed you today." 

David just snorted and turned his attention back to his food. The redhead knew not to feel scorned. Knew that 
what was bothering David would pass. But, for now, he suspected that the younger man was uncomfortable. 
The warmth of the spring day would not have helped matters. 

"Want me to scratch your back?" he finally asked. 

The blond man just shrugged and shoveled more pizza into his mouth. 

"| can if you want" 

Again, David's eyes snapped to his, anger flickering through them. "Just drop it, Dave. l'm fuckin’ eating.’ 


"But you're uncomfortable!" 


"I know I'm fuckin uncomfortable. I'm also fuckin’ hungry." 


"After you've eaten then?" 

That caused David to pause and, for a moment, he stared at Dave. He was sure that the younger man could 
see straight into his soul. Could see the darkness and the anger and the hate. Not that David didn't know about 
it, but everyone had to have secrets, even from their lover. 

David gave him a small, tight smile. "Sure." 

Picking at his own food, he waited for David to finish. The second the younger man was done, Dave collected his 
plate and held out his hand. David sighed and looked at it with disdain before taking it. He allowed himself to be 
pulled to his feet and walked to the bedroom. Dave hated it when David was in one of his moods. Hated it when 
David refused to speak or even look at him. He needed David beside him. Needed to know that the younger man 


loved him just as much. In these moments, Dave wasn't so sure about David's declarations of love. 


The blinds were already closed, the orange, early evening sun creeping between the slats. Closing the door, he 


turned David away from him. 
"Lift your arms." 


The younger man did as he was asked and Dave carefully peeled the baggy, black Iron Maiden shirt from 
David's body. What he saw made him realise exactly why David was in such a bad mood. 


Between David's shoulder blades and dipping down his back was a patch of red, flaky skin. It looked angry and 
sore and Dave didn't doubt that David had been trying to relieve the agony of it. It definitely hadn't been there 
the night before. 

"Do you want me to clean it up?" he asked. 

With his head lowered, David nodded. 

"Sit on the bed for me." 

With David sat on the bed, Dave made his way to the bathroom. Collecting a clean cloth, a bowl of warm 
water, and a tube of cream, he sat behind the younger man and slowly began to wash his back. The old, dead 
skin flaked away, turning the water a murky grey, and revealing red, fresh flesh beneath it. David whined and 
squirmed, 

'Itches," he hissed. 


"| know," Dave murmured. "I know. Nearly done." 


He felt for David, his heart aching for the predicament the younger man found himself in. In the eighteen 


months they'd been together it had only happened three times. The first time had freaked the shit out of 
Dave, and rightly so. He'd barricaded himself in the bathroom, convinced it was all a drug trip. The second time 
it had happened, Dave had been straight and sober and a little more accepting. The third time had left him in 


awe. And now he'd get to see it all over again. 


Wringing the cloth out, he returned it to David's back. The final few flakes of skin were falling away and he ran 


his fingernails down his lover's spine. 
David hissed and tightened his shoulders. "Yes. More." 


Dave did it again, carefully scratching at David's reddened flesh. Again, the younger man hissed and rolled his 


shoulders. 
"Will | see them again?" he asked. 
With his head still lowered, David nodded, his voice sounding dejected as he replied, "Yeah." 


Dave had never found why David had such a condition. It just.. happened. No one could explain it and very few 
people outside of David's immediate family knew. If the condition became permanent.. Well, they didn't want to 
think about it. But it only lasted for a few hours before disappearing. 


With his head still lowered, David shivered. Placing a hand on David's back, Dave let his fingers gently scratch 
over the reddened skin. Beneath his fingers, David purred. 


The tear in the skin started at the top of David's shoulder blades before moving down. There was no blood and 
Dave couldn't see the muscle and bone that lay beneath the skin. Slowly they began to ease from David's back, 
the tips appearing first. Dave flinched at the sound, bones creaking and clicking as they appeared and grew. 


Stepping back from the bed, he watched, fascinated as the wings stretched from David's back. The younger 


man hissed and moaned, curled in on himself as pain no doubt racked his body. 


Finally, it was done and the massive wings were draped against the floor. David appeared too weary to lift 
them, the white feathers crushed against the dirty carpet. To Dave, that was heresy. Something so beautiful 
shouldn't be living in his filthy, drug stained apartment. With his heart pattering, he walked around to face 
David. 


The younger man lifted his eyes to Dave's. Sadness danced through them and Dave felt his heart break. 


Crouching down, he swept his hand over his lover's cheek. 
"Why are you sad?" he asked, 


"Why do you think?" David hissed. He rolled his shoulders, the wings folding up behind him. "I've got these 
fuckin’ attached to my back" 


‘Only for tonight," Dave murmured. "They'll be gone in the morning.” 

"They fuckin’ better be. I'll be fired if I'm not at work" 

Again David shifted his shoulders, the feathered limbs moving with him. They rested against the bed, nearly 
covering the rumpled sheets. Sitting back, Dave sadly looked at his lover. The younger man's head had again 
dropped to his chest, his hair ragged and hiding his face. 

"Are you ashamed of them?" Dave asked. 

"What the fuck do you think?" 


"Can you fly?" 


David's eyes snapped up to his and, for the first time in a long time, Dave felt fear course through him. Anger 


was evident in his lover's face, top lip peeled back in a snarl. 

"We've been over this, Dave. Fuckin’ drop it" 

"l'm interested!" 

"And I'm not. Go. Leave me the fuck alone until morning." 

For a moment, Dave stood and looked down at the man before him. Once so naive, David had grown in leaps and 
bounds in the eighteen months they'd known each other. He knew what he wanted and knew how to get it. He 
also hated the being that he was, some freak of nature that had to be banished from public view. 

"No," Dave softly replied. "I'm not going. | want to make love to my angel." 

David just glared at him, lips pursed and eyes narrowed. 

"Please," he pleaded. 

He didn't beg very often but he wanted to make David feel good. Wanted to make love to, not just fuck, his 
little Junior. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he reached out and touched David's face. The younger man didn't 
flinch, his hard eyes still watching Dave. Dave admired him, taking in the way David looked. His upper body 
flexed as it unconsciously held the wings. Even in their resting position, they were still heavy, putting a strain 
on the younger man's entire body. It was no surprise that David was tired and ratty. 


"Please," Dave murmured. 


David's nostrils flared, his top lip curling back. Leaning closer, Dave brushed his lips against his lover's. A small 


smile twitched his lips as David responded. Wrapping his arms around the slender, young man, Dave pulled him 
into his lap. The wings lifted as David moved, twitching ever so slightly and, for the first time, Dave got a real 
feel of their weight. 


"Let me love you," he purred as their kiss deepened. "Let me make you feel better." 


Dave felt his cock twitch as David sighed against his lips. Hands trailed into his fiery hair, fingers twisting 
around the corkscrew coils. His own hands slid up the younger man's back, fingers stroking against where the 
humerus of the wing met David's back. Downy little spines brushed against his fingers until they found 
feathers. Hooking his hands under the strong, muscular ulna, he pulled David closer, their chests pressed 
together. Dave still couldn't believe David was willing to play. Normally, he snarled and spat at the redhead 
before slamming the bedroom door shut. On those nights, Dave had found himself sleeping on the couch, 


rejected even by the one person he loved, 
"You're beautiful,’ he said "So fuckin’ beautiful. And | can't believe you fell in love with me." 


David's head was nestled against shoulder, warm breath tickling Dave's cheek. He felt a smile curl the younger 


man's lips before fingers slid from Dave's hair and to the hem of his shirt. 

"Gonna take this off for me?" David asked. 

"For you? Anything.” 

Pulling back, Dave stripped the thin, black tshirt from his torso and tossed it to one side. His eyes swept over 
the man in his lap and he felt his heart melt. David truly was beautiful with his slender body and doe eyes. 
The wings, feathered in white, a few black ones sprinkled among the masses of white, were tucked against his 
back, the tips folded against the bed. Reaching out, Dave swept a hand over them, feeling the stiff feathers. 
When one came lose in his hand, he stared at it. 

"How long's this been happening?" he asked. 

"Since | was a kid" 

"And you never thought anything of it?" 

"Not after the third or forth time it happened, no." 

"Wow." 

Sliding his hand back along the wing, Dave wrapped his arm around his lover's narrow waist and pulled him 
close. Their lips met in a warm, slow kiss, tongues darting across lips and soft sighs filling the air. He loved the 


feeling of having David close. Loved feeling his smooth, soft skin and taut muscles beneath his hands. Most of 
all, he loved that David was willing to spend time with him, to love and nurture him when all others had 


forsaken them. 


Once the rest of their clothes were stripped away, he pulled David back into his lap. Slowly he entered the 
younger man, his eyes flickering closed as David's warmth engulfed him. When he looked again, Dave's breath 


was taken away. 


David was stretched back, his hands planted against the bed. His head was tilted and his lips parted. The wings 
that only a moment previously were resting, now stretched to their full span, the tips brushing the wall 


"Fuck," Dave murmured. "You're so fuckin’ beautiful." 


He saw the corners of David's mouth twitch into a smile and, with a low moan, Dave rocked his hips. David 


twitched, the wings rising a little. 
"Yeah," the younger man purred. "Like that." 


With his arms tight around David's waist, Dave braced his feet against the bed and shifted again. Above him, 
David purred and mewled, hair streamed down his back. Leaning closer, Dave kissed and lapped at the younger 
man's throat. His lips travelled along his lover's smooth, salty skin and found the corner of his lips. David's 
mouth fluttered, returning the tiny kiss, and Dave sighed, holding the younger man as close as he could. He 


loved the feeling of David's skin against his. Loved hearing the younger man sigh and moan. 


His lips moved from David's mouth, down to his chin, and back to his throat while his lover rose and fell, 
impaling himself on Dave's erection. Gently he stroked David's back, his hands once again finding where the 
strong wings met the other man's back. For a moment, Dave caressed them, fingers wrapping around them 
before he pulled away. Trailing a hand over David's tight stomach, Dave slowly began to stroke the other man's 
cock. David gasped and whined, his rising and falling becoming quicker. Bolts of pleasure coursed through Dave, 
tangling in his groin. Propping himself on his elbows, he arched his back, pushing himself deep into David. The 
younger man howled, hands clawing at the bed, the huge wings flinching and spreading. Dave could do it all night. 
Could make love to the beautiful angel in his lap. Because how many times was he going to be able to do that? 


How many times would David allow him to do it? 
"Gonna come," Dave hissed. "You're fuckin’ gorgeous. Wish you'd stay like this forever." 
David panted. "One day maybe | will” 


Sweat beaded in David's skin, droplets pooling along his breast bone. Reaching out, Dave caught one and let it 
dangle from his finger before dropping it into his mouth. 


"You even taste heavenly," he murmured. 


David grinned, his eyes catching Dave's. For the first time since his transformation had taken place, David 
looked happy. In fact, it was the first time he'd seen David smile since the wings had first made an appearance. 


"| thought you'd reject me," David said. 

"For what? The wings?" 

The younger man nodded, hair falling in to his eyes. 

"Not a chance," Dave replied. "Not a fuckin’ chance. They just make you even more gorgeous." 

David's grin widened, his face lighting up. Bracing himself against the bed, he used the wings to lift himself 
before dropping back down onto Dave. The redhead howled, his orgasm barreling ever closer. Gripping David's 
hips with one hand, he furiously stroked his lover's cock. The tiny blond's name fell from Dave's lips as he 
bucked and writhed beneath his lover. 

"Come on, angel,” he hissed. "Come for me." 

Above him, the younger man growled and moaned as he rose and fell. Dave could feel the wings flapping, their 
heavy rustling filling the room. Their down draft tickled and cooled his skin With a final cry of David's name, he 
came, his orgasm snapping. Redness fell over his mind and his body trembled. Amid it all, he heard David cry 
out, his slender body tightening and warm seed splashing against Dave's chest and stomach. 

Slowly he came down from the high he was riding. Sinking back into the lumpy old bed, Dave panted and opened 
his eyes. David still sat in his lap, head down and wings tucked against his back. Gently, he stroked over the 
other man's body, taking in its lines. David twitched against his fingers, his body, and wings, rising and falling as 
he panted. 

"Okay?" Dave asked. 

The younger man nodded and carefully lifted his head. "Great. Thanks." 


David carefully slid from him and lay on his front, the right wing draped over Dave. Smiling warmly, he ran his 
hand down David's cheek and drew him in for a gentle kiss. 


"Gonna sleep with me tonight, angel?" 


David nodded, his raggy bangs falling into his eyes. Dave's smile widened and he stole another kiss. David purred 


in response, his own fingers curling against the redhead's chin. 
"You know I'll love you no matter what, right?" Dave asked. 
"| know." 


"Gonna love you forever." 


"Thank you." 


He didn't know the next time he'd see his fully fledged angel. But, for the moment, Dave had him in his arms. 
Wings or not, he'd love David until the end of time. 


~~ The End ~~ 


